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On January 4, 1868, from the palace one could sec the sky red with
the burning of the Toba-Fushimi towns. And yet the Imperial forces
had not begun their concerted action. For in the government office
there were still those who advised waiting or flight, since the Mikado's
soldiers, mostly from the Satsuma and Choshu clans, numbered only
sixty-five hundred men* And against the advice of the older courtiers,
these rough men would consent to march under only two leaders. One
was Prince Komatsu and the other was Saionji Kimmochi, now eight-
een years old,
At home, Sagami, Saionji's governess, laid down her sewing. The
wind rattled the paper screens. Outside wan the roar of cannon.
She listened intently. Then she took up her sewing again! her face
feverish with haste,
A roundish woman burst in, fear distorting her eyes.
"Oh! That booming sound frightens me to death, Sagami-sama. It
shakes the house, doors and trees, and it scares all my thoughts away. I
came to tell you something, but I can't remember what Oh, that noise
stops my heart-beats and makes my knees shake. You know, the pic-
ture of hell at the Buddhist temple came to my mind when my man
and I were on the hill watching the skies over the towas where the
fight is.
"My man said if the loyalists--! don't know who they arc, and I don't
care to know who they arc-lose their battle, the Toku'wa smurm<-l
don't know them either-would storm the city in no time. And he says
that invaders kill men and women and aged and young; they snatch
things away from anybody and anywhere, homes or temples or shrines;
they carry away pretty women for their own pleasure. You see, I don't
think 1 am good-looking, but my man says they will take even me; I'd
rather stay with him than to go with someone 1 don't know. Oh, dear,
oh, dear! He thinks they will even burn this beautiful ancient city to
the ground* I wouldn't believe it if! hadn't seen the burning towns
last night," The gatekeeper's wife wagged her head, "Do you think
they will come? You think so? Or don't you? Why don't you do some-
thing? It's no time to be sitting in the house and mending things; every-
body is running around,-D-d-d-d-d-o-n! Oh, dear, dear, there it goes
"Where is your husband, Miyo?" Sagami did not look up as she
spoke. "He has not reported for gate duty this morning. What is he
*     It is unusual for him to be late/*

